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Christian Leluc took a strange pleasure in fingering these fripperies,
the golden embroideries, the lace.

Jean-Noel was not very far removed from the time when he had
played at dressing-up with Marie-Ange. Ben and Baba were terribly
busy, in the clutch of a life-long passion for transvestitism, and became
so enthusiastic that, in the end, they completely forgot that Basil was ill.

They kept rushing into his room to ask what colour he wanted his
mandarin's buttons to be. Then Maxime returned shouting: "We've
found a geisha's wig! It'll be ever so much better!" And then Jean-
Noel was pushed into the room, dressed in the pleated shirt and striped
stockings of a Neapolitan fisherwoman.

"Don't you think he looks nice?"

Some of the costumes revived old, tender memories: "Do you re-
member the Tormese ball, Basil?"

Then Prince Galbani, who had decided to dress up as a Renaissance
courtesan, went and asked Pern to lend him a cameo that was indispens-
able to the perfection of his dress.

"You do understand, I must have several rings on each finger?"

"Of course, of course, take it. It's in the left-hand drawer/' Pern
murmured in a weak voice.

"Your complexion's turning whiter," said Ben looking at him. "Oh,
yes, indeed it is, much whiter. You'll see, it won't even last for the
usual three weeks."

Pern asked for a looking-glass.

" It's quite true," he said, " I thought you were just saying it to please
me. I do seem to have turned whiter."

And Ben ran back to tell the others the good news. Then Baba
rushed into the room.

"Don't go too white, or you won't look like a geisha!"

At last, at about nine o'clock, dinner was served at the foot of the
bed. Pern's head had been raised so that the splendid black wig, orna-
mented with long pins, could be wedged between two pillows.

Christian Leluc, his fringe low across his forehead, having donned his
most splendid gloves, was dressed as a modern night-club singer, in a
black velvet dress open to the small of his back. Prince Galbani, having
at the last moment given up the idea of dressing as a courtesan, was
disguised as "Henry III at home," which was exactly the same dress,
but with a cap on his head, a tuft on his lower lip, and more pearls at
ears and neck. Jean-Noel, as a female circus-rider, his eyelids covered
in mascara, was catching the tulle of his tutu among the knicknacks on
the tables. Bayos, faithful to his first inspiration, his face covered with
ochre and kohl, was draped in a Nepalese sari.

"Music!" he cried as he stage-managed their entrance, encouraging
invisible orchestras with a wave of the hand.

Pern showed less enthusiasm than they had expected. Ben was almost
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